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the fire and sword the earth could muster and inflict the direst
punishment on these unspeakable blackguards.
Sure enough^ our prayers were answered. In the first week in
August we heard that the British had landed at Archangel. A few
days later we were told that the local Soviet had been overthrown
and the "Whites under British protection had established a Provisional
Government of the North. And so on throughout the month. A
big army composed of contingents of all the Allied troops had
landed at Vladivostok. The Czechs were on the Volgs. The British
from Archangel were marching south to join them and the Cossacks
had risen in force and were advancing from the Ddn, Petrograd
was in a ferment. The Bolsheviks were panic-stricken, v*e believed.
They would be flying for their lives and we should all be free
within a month at the most. 1 was really grateful to the Germans
for having forced the Government to retire to Moscow when it did
and so remove me from Dzerjinsky's eye. All I had to do now was
to wait patiently for the success of the interventionist arms which
was inevitable, and lie low and attract no Bolshevik attention.
Then a blow fell on me.
One of the privileges enjoyed by the political prisoners in the
Cross Prison was the right to appoint from among themselves a
"starosta" or elder who was officially permitted to visit all the cells
and to hear the complaints of the prisoners and act as their mouth-
piece to the prison governor. Our "starosta" was a certain Colonel
Moroshkin. He came to me while I was still in the prison hospital
and asked if there was anything he could do for me. I accepted a
book which he offered and after he had gone racked my brains to
remember where I had seen him before. I had seen him once in
suspicious circumstances at the old Hotel Astoria, and had asked
for a report to be made on him. Officially he was in command of a
section of the Russian Air Force. Unofficially he was a rather dirty
type of secret police agent who was spying on his fellow-officers.
When I remembered who he was I decided to have to do with him
as little as possible. I must have shown him, I suppose, that I was
purposely avoiding Mm. Probably he guessed that I despised and
disliked him. Anyhow, when he made up his mind to curry favour
with the Bolsheviks by discovering conspirators, he picked on me
as his victim.
We were all in one another's cells one afternoon playing our
usual games of cards or chess and whispering now and then about
our hopes of speedy release when alarm was heard among the
warders. There was some rushing of feet and banging of doors and
a warder raced along our gallery shouting : "The Commissar is
coming! Everybody back to Ms cell and keep the doors locked!
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